ajdjpji ‘jejBJdJ diZJH/ai 



ThtTfAgedU §f$sch*rdT}.§f 

And thankcs 3 and row lee vs towardes London* 

To iee our gentle Queene how ftie poth fare, 
for by this(lhopc)ihehach a Sonne tor vs* 

Exeunt Omnee* 

'V ■ :r* r rr v.:t •• ^ v4*?i 

Enter G tester to King Henrie in the T otyer, 

Glo. Good day toy Lora. Wbatat your Booke fohardf 
Hen. 1 my good Lord. Lord Lfhould fay ,ratherj 
Ti$ finne to hatter, good was liccic better 3 
Good (jlojier, and good Diuell,were ail alike. 

\Vbat iceneollDearh hath Rofnu now to aft? 

Cjio. Suipition al wayes hauntes a guiltie mindc. 

Hen . The birdc once iimde,doth feace the fatail bufh, 
And I the hapleile made to one poore birdc, 

Haue now the fatail obieft in mine eye. 

Where my poore young was limde,was eaught and kilde, 
Cjlo . Way what a foole was that of Crcete? 

That taught his fonne the office ofa,Birdc, 

Andyct for all chat,the poore fowie was drownc* 

Hen. I Dedalus 3 my poore fonne Icarus , 

Thy father Minos t that deniJc our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward, theSunne that feardc his winges, 
And thou cheetiuious Gulfcthat fwailowcd him. 

Oh betterxan my bred abide thy daggers poynt, 

Then can mine cares chat tragike lultoric. 

Glo. Why, dolt thou thinke 1 am an executioner? 

Hen. A perfecuccr I am fure thou art: 

And if murdering Innocences be executions, 

Then I know thou arc an executioner* 

Cjlo . Thy fonne 1 kilde for his prefumpeioru ^ ■ 

Hen. Hadli thou bin kilde when firft thou didft prcftimC) 
Thou hadftnoc Jiude to kJl a fonne of mine: 

And thus I prophefie of thee; 

That many a Widdow for her Husbands death, 

And many an Infants water (landing eye, 

Widdowes for their hu$bande$ 3 children for their fathers* 
Shall curfethe time that euer thou wert borne* 

Tkc Owlc fbrike at thy bittfa; an euiU figne* 


The 




r orke t pad H earie the Jixt. 

The nighc-Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tunc. 

Podges houide,and hidious tempeftes fbookc down* trees, 
The .Ratten rookt her on the Chtmnies top, 

And chatrering Pics indifmall difcord lung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers painc. 

And yet brought foorth leffe then a mothers hope,* 

Xo wit, an vndigeft created lumpe. 

Not like thefruiteof Inch a goodly tree; 

Teeth hadft thou in dry head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou camlt to bite the worldel 
And U thc reft be true that I haue heard, 

Thou camft into the world Heftabs him, 

Glo . Die Prophet in thy fpeach,IIe hcarc no more. 

For this,amongft the reft, was I ordainde. 

Hen. I and tor much more flaughtcr after this, 

0 God forgiue my finnes,and pardon thee. He diet. 

Glo. What/ will the afpyring blood of L-wcafier 

Sioke into the ground?I had thought it would haue mounted 
Sec how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple tcarcs be al wayes ihed, 

Forfuch as feeke the downefallofour houfc. 

If any fparkc of life reniaine in thee, 

Stabbe hnn againe. 

Downe,downe to hell, and fay I lent thee thither. 

1 that haue neither pittie,loue,nor fcare: 

Indeed twas true that Henrie tolde me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay, 

Thatl came into the worlde with my legges forward: 
Andhad I not reafon thinke you to make haftc. 

And feeke their ruines that viurpt our rights? 

The women wept, and the Midwife crtdc, 

0 Iefus blefle vsjie is borne with teeth. 

And fo I wasindeed : which plainely fignifidc. 

That I fliould fnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 

Then fince Hcauen hath made my body fo. 

Let Hell make^tookt my minde,to anfwcre it. 

1 had no father; 1 am like no father. 

I haue no brother; 1 am like bo brothers. 

' H 3. 


And 








\ if I jp 

\m 







► 



